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THE SIMPLE LIFE. 

LetTeR FROM Mr. PABsLip. 

** Summergrove,’’ 
374, Railway Terrace, 
Balham, S.W. 
Dear Mr. Puxcn,—Some 
ago | 
simple life. I led it. With regard 
| to the life I led I will only remark 
that it was either (a) a great deal too 
simple, or (b) not nearly simple 
enough. I do not write on that sub- 
ject; I write to ask your kind advice 
in the following circumstances. 

In order to lead the simple life I 
bought a Cottage, and paid £125 for 
the freehold. I then improved the 
estate as follows: 

1. I removed the broomstick which 
had been used _ to 
truss up the door, 
and replaced it by a 
lock and two hinges. 

2. I burnt the pack- 


years 





ing-case which had | 
; 
| been used as a hen- 
| 
house. 

BS. I planted six 
cabbages on the 


ground occupied by 
the packing-case. 


1. I filled in the 
ditch and sowed some 
sweet peas on the 
ground thus re- 


claimed. I also put 
a hat peg on one of 
the doo and made 
other minor improve- 
ments. | 





| 
| 











After leading the 


simple life for some 


| weeks I decided, for FET cory 
reasons too numerous “On, Erv 
to mention, to sell 

the estate 


; and, failing to find a pur- 


| chaser, I instructed Mr. Bincer of 
the adjoining town to put it up for 


iuction. 
advertising the sale, as it will give 
you an idea of the value of the pro- 
perty. I have 


added one or two 
‘ xplan tory notes. 
AUCTION. 
MR. WILLIAM BILGER ; 


(Auctioneer. Jottles bought. Agent 


for Tidds’ Cattle Spice) 

Has received instructions from 
James Montaavue Parsuip, Esq., 
And who has removed the neigh- | 
, bourhood 
[Absolutely without any foundation | 

of truth.—J.M.P.}) 
To Sect sy Pusiic Averion 
All that Desirable Double Fronted, | 
Detached Freehold Country Cottage | 





became ambitious to lead the 


, LOOK AT THAT POOR LITTLE DOG ! 


I enclose a copy of the bill | 


| mensions, 


| thereon. 





|Pen,’’ and Situate at Blod Hill, 
\lately in the oceupation of the said 
jowner, together with the curtilage 
|thereof and the appendages thereto 
pertaining and belonging, including 
| all and sundry those excellent flower 


'and cabbage gardens, soft water 
storage tank [Not accurate, as 
there were two water - butts. 

J.M.P.|, assorted garden vases [To 


be exact, there were five flower-pots. 
—J.M.P.\, and all that useful piece 
of berticultural matting. Free of all 
encumbrances, and comprising 

1. All that excellent Kitchen Par- 
lour with range by WiuuiaMs [I had 
not noticed that the range was by 
WituraMs, but the statement may be 
accepted. J.M.P.1, 12 ft. by 
9 ft. 6 in. or thereabouts, with excel- 










lent scullery adjoining, and coal vase. | 


2. All that handsome handrail 
staircase with cupboard below, lead- 
ing to: 

3. All that spacious Double Attic 
Bedroom, measuring 14 ft. 8 in. by 
12 ft., or thereabouts, in greatest di 
with picturesque lattice 
window and excellent modern ward 
robe fitting on door. [Quite right; I 
put up the peg myself.—J.M.P. 

Anp INCLUDING 


All that Right of access to the sail 
Ewe Pen, and also All That Right to 


'shoot rubbish through the hedge on 


to neighbouring land and run fowls 
[There was also all that 
right to break through hedge and 
come in again to path further on, as 
said path was at one point impass 


able in wet weather.—J.M.P. 
By Mr. Wiiuiam BiLcer, 


| Residence known as ‘‘The Ewe! At the hour of 12 noon (prompt) 


i 


Its MOTHER LET IT WALK TOO BOON!" 


_which he refers. 


o’clock at the ‘‘ Bull Inn,’’ Blod, on 
Thursday riexé, the Ith inst., 


By order of the Owner. 
And who has removed the neighbours 
| hood. 


Except that I intensely resent the 
repeated statement that I removed 
the Neighbourhood, which is an 
abject falsehood, as I never at- 
tempted anything of the sort, and am 
quite ignorant how such things are 
done—I say, except for this, I con 
sidered the advertisement to be, if 
anything, more than accurate, and 
| naturally looked forward to receiving 
}a sum far in excess of my modest 
joutlay. What then was my aston 
ishment on learning that the pro 
/perty had been knocked down .for 
| £76 108., and that the purchaser was 





the auctioneer’s son 
in-law. I quite realise 
that my experience is 
all part of the Simple 


life, but IT am not 
leading it now, and I 
should like to do 
something about the 
matter. Henee this 
letter to you. in 


closing stamp for re 
ply, and thanking 
you in anticipation, 
I remain, 
Yours faithfully, 
J. M. Passurp. 
[\tr. Pansuip has 
placed us in a most 
pcuful dilemma, for, 


since he has thanked 
us in anticipation, 
[A we feel ourselves to 


be under a deep obli 





gation to send him 
the advice he ask 
yet he has made it 


impossible for us to do 80, AS he did 
not the Stamp to 


enclose Postage 


Ep. | 








We extract the following from 
Hlome Chat. It appears to be a r 
cipe for beef-steak. 

“Put a pies e of « irpet ora blanket over the 
hath and leave it for about two hour Beat 


it well to make sure it is smoothly frozen all 
through and serve it on ice-plates 
Commercial Candour. 
“ Hatt Care, possibly the nove 


list with the most vivid imagination, 
Says, : My experience of “S$ 
has been-that as tonic nerve food it 
has on more than one occasion done 
me good.’ Grand Magazine. 


Taking No Risks. 
‘“Wantep, New Laid Eaas; 
be fresh.’’ Peterborough 


tiser. 


must 
Adver 
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THE MAGISTRATES’ TRIPOS. 


[It has been suggested in The Daily Telegraph that appointments 
to the Magisterial Bench should be made only after the Candidates 
have passed an examination. Mr. Punch has been able to secure one 
of the proposed Examination Papers. } 

TUESDAY, OCTOBER ....... 9—12. 

(CANDIDATES are requested to write their answers 
legibly on one side of the paper only. Sheets must be 
numbered consecutively. The name of the Candidate 
must be written in the top right-hand corner of each 
sheet. Any Candidate detected in possession of Stone's 
Manual or any other aid will be immediately expelled.) 

(1) A. is a prisoner charged with breaking three of his 
wife's ribs by kicking her with hob-nailed boots after he 
had inadvertently pawned the cradle and feeding-bottle 
of the baby, aged three months. B. is a prisoner charged 
with stealing a rabbit. What is the proper sentence in 
each case? If A. pleads in mitigation that the woman 
aggravated him and nagged him, do you consider that a 
nominal sentence would meet the justice of the case? If 
not, why not? If B. states that a man he never met 
before gave him the rabbit and then went away, would it 
in your opinion be improper to add six months to his 
sentence ? 

(2) ‘‘ Trespassers will be prosecuted with the utmost 
rigour of the law.’’ State succinctly the law on the 
subject of trespass, and give a detailed list of the penal- 
ties with which the offence can be punished. If you 
were a Colonel and a Justice of the Peace, and if you 
met C., a Noneonformist Minister and a Passive Resister, 
walking in one of your fields, what would you do? If 
C.’s widow afterwards applied for assistance to the 
Parish, would it be right to grant it? 

(3) Write a short essay on one of the following 
subjects : 

I. The Stocks. Ought they to be revived ? 
Il. Should Magistrates’ Clerks be abolished ? 
III. The J.P. in fiction and in fact. 
IV. The true function of a Lord Lieutenant. 
V. The use and abuse of a Lord Chancellor. 

(4) The rules of evidence. State them fully. If two 
policemen swear that a certain prisoner stole a lady’s 
muff while their backs were turned, and if seven indepen- 
dent witnesses swear that he was ten miles away from 
the scene when the theft was committed, what, in your 
| opinion, would be an adequate sentence for the prisoner, 

and in what manner should the policemen be rewarded ? 
| (5) What references to game are to be found in the 
| Bible? 
| (6) Is a magistrate’s coachman entitled to wear a 

cockade on his hat—(a) generally; (b) when the hat is 
constructed of straw? If not, state what, in your view, 
is the use of being a magistrate. 

(7) If you convict a prisoner and the Court of King’s 
Bench quashes the conviction, what is the proper form in 
which you can express your respect for the Judges of the 
High Court ? 

(8) A. is a prisoher arrested for the use of strong 
language. J. is a magistrate who has been an officer in 

,the Army. When A. is brought before B. what should 
) B. do, A. having once been present when B. missed a 
| stroke at golf? 

(9) “‘ No manner of doubt exists but that property in 
game ought to be protected by the Law. Nay, there 
have been jurists of high repute who have maintained 
that game, properly viewed, ranks above Crown and 
Parliament and Church as a@ proper subject to be 
cherished and maintained by the Laws of the Realm.” 














State the name of the author of the above passage and 
the name of the work from which it is taken; and point 
out briefly in what respects it falls short of the best 
magisterial opinions held on the subject at the present 
day. 





OUR ELYSIAN LIMERICKS! 


£50,000: 16: 6: DIVIDED THIS WEEK! 

As our renege ee from the above, we have at one 
bound outstrippedea >. aa Dec... 
distributed week. ‘Lhe fas ot 

Mr. Greorrrey CHAUCER, 
the well-known Canterbury Poet, has been no light one, 
and his final choice of prize-winners as published below is 
subject to no appeal. If the authors of the winning 
Limericks will send us their present addresses through 
the Dead Letter Office, cheques will be forwarded to 
them without delay. 

Tue Amount Drvipep. 

The amount divided this week is £50,000 16s. 6d., so 
that each of the five successful attempts wins £10,000, 
and in addition there are two consolation prizes of 
8s. 3d., thus accounting for the odd 16s. 6d. The five 
successful Limericks, as chosen by Mr. CuHavucer, are as 
follows :— 

(1) Sir W. Scorrt. 
(h! young Lochinvar is come out of the West, 
Through all the wide border his steed was the best, 
He rode all alone, 
And to judge by his tone, 
‘* Bridal "’ paths were the paths of which he was in quest. 
Sir W. Scorr’s happy choice of the word “ Bridal” earns him a prize.] 
(2) H. W. Loneretiow, Esq. 
I shot an arrow into the air, 
It fell to earth I know not where, 

For so quickly it flew 

That it soon pierced the Blue, 
And it wasn’t a “* long-bow,’’ so there! 


[The introduction of “ long-bow ” is distinctly neat.] 
(3) P. B. Saetury, Ese. 
A Sensitive Plant in a garden grew, 
And the young winds fed it with silver dew, 
With its leaves to the light, 
"Neath the kisses of night, 

We may take it as “‘ read ’’’ that the plant was ‘‘ blue.’’ 
[The play upon the words “red” and “blue” is decidedly clever.] 
(4) R. Browninc, Esq. 

I sprang to the stirrup, and Joris, and he; 

I galloped, Dirck galloped, we galloped all three. 
** Good speed! ’’ cried they all, 
** Quick! ’’ echoed the wall, 
(For it wasn’t a very good echo, you see !) 
[Mr. Brownino’s last line hits off the situation admirably.] 
(5) R. Burns, Esa. 
Scots wha hae wi’ Wallace bled, 
Scots wham Bruce has often led, 
Let Limericks hang, 
Dinna saxpences bang! 
But pit them into the bank instead ! 
[Mr. Burys’s pawky humour has put a good many saxpences into his 
pocket. ] 
Our consolation prizes are awarded to Mrs. F. Hemans 
and W. Worpswortn, Esq., whose lines were only a 
‘“‘ shade "’ inferior to those quoted above. 
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HOLIDAY NOTES. 








THE WEEK’S ANECDOTAGE. 
(With acknowledgments to the Daily Press ) 
I. 

(From our Special Correspondent at 

Madrid.) 
A sweet little story of QuEEN Vic- 
TORIA of Spain has just reached me. 
Her Majesty, escorted by Kine 
ALFONSO, was driving in the wild and 
picturesque country which surrounds 
her summer home, when she noticed 
a little peasant boy of about two 
years old seated by the roadside. 
Pointing to the child, Her Majesty 
remarked to King ALronso, “ What 
a pretty little fellow!’’ The Royal 
couple then continued their drive. 
_ The occurrence has made a deep 
impression in Spain. 
Photographs of Madrid, Valladolid, 
and Seville will be found on our 
Magazine Page, together with a de- 
lightful picture of Princess Ewa (as 
she once was) seated at needlework 
with her mother, Princess Henry or 
BATTENBERG. 

II. 

(From our Berlin Correspondent:) 
While taking a walk this morning 
the Kaisgg accidentally dropped his 
stick, which he was carrying in his 





right hand. An Austrian gentleman 
who was passing at once sprang for- 
ward without a moment’s hesitation, 
raised the stick from the ground, 
and presented it to His Majesty, 
who thanked him graciously. The 
incident made a most favourable im- 
pression upon all who saw it. 


III. 

A pretty story is being told in this 
district (telegraphs our Canterbury 
correspondent) about the Archbishop. 

His Grace has been staying at a 
house in the neighbourhood. When 
the time came for him to take his de- 
parture he was nowhere to be found. 
At last someone thought of looking 
outside the house, when his Grace 
was discovered stroking the noses of 
the horses which were to take him to 
the station! One of the house-party 
fortunately possessed a camera, and 
obtained an excellent photograph of 
his Grace in the act of performing 
this kindly and unobtrusive act. I 
enclose a copy. 

See our Magazine Page. The 
inset on the right shows Lambeth 
Palace from the River; that on the 
left shows King Street, Canterbury, 
during Cricket Week. Beneath is a 





“ A SPORTING LITTLE NINE-HOLE GOLF COURSE IS NOW ADDED TO THE ATTRACTIONS OF SueimpinaToy.” 


A LA MODE. 
Bs 
Youne Ricnarp Bucwanan M‘Cann 
Was a smart, up-to-date little man. 
"Twas a saying of Dick, 
“Though I may not be spick, 


IT. 
They say that I was in my youth 
Uncouth and ungainly, forsooth ! 
I can only reply, 
"Tis a lie! "Tis a lie! 
I was couth—I was perfectly couth.’ 








“The Unionist yote is not only more than 
double the Liberal, but has a majority over it 
actually exceeding its total.”’— Dundee Courier 

Tue Editor should stick to some- 
thing easy, like ‘Tariff Reform. 
Figures will only bring on the old 
pain. 

As is generally known, African 
explorers and other travellers fre- 
quently have to rely upon observa- 
tions of the sun in order to discover 
the time of day. It may be of in- 
terest to our readers just now to 
know that a Tooting resident the 
other day, by means of an observa- 
tion of the correct time, discovered 





typical deceased wife’s sister. 


the whereabouts of the sun. 








I have made up my mind to be span.”’ 
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ATTILA, MY ATTILA. 

Dean Mr. Lavrence Bixyon,— 
For your play Attila (or, How I 
brought back the Asches) I have to 
offer you my heartiest thanks. It is 
a fine story fink ly told: and it is 
finely told because in telling it you 
have forgotten that you were a poet, 
and remembered only that you were 
a dramatist. But the fact that you 
are a poet, though it escaped your 
own notice, has not escaped ours who 
listened. The poetry could not help 
coming out of anything you wrote; 
but we are grateful that we did not 
see you with your coat off putting the 
purple in. 

Now to the more genial business of 
criticising. It is, as you know, the 
duty of a critic to point out how 
much jollier it would have been 
if somebody else SHAKSPEARE or 
KietinGc, for instance—had written 
the work before him, or in the last 
resort what he himself would have 
done with it. I shall go at once to 
the last resort, and give you my 
own idea of AttiLa and ILpico. 

I first met Artina at school, in a 
red book entitled Great Events in 
History. AtrTita THe Huy, he was 
always called; and inextricably mixed 
up with him was another person 
known as ALaric THe Gorn. Possibly 
they had nothing to do with each 
other really, but they were same man 
to me in those days—just a type, 
strong, overbearing, cruel, but with 
a certain rough chivalry: a man to 
be admired. Later on I read The 
Nupltials of Attila, but that did not 
ilter my opinion of the man in any 
way; it made me forget Axaric for 
the moment, that was all. And it gave 
me a clear view of ILpico: a spotless 
woman. 

| wish, Mr. Bixyon, that you 
thought of Arriia and Inpico as I do: 
as I did, rather, for what I have 
een on the stage I must accept as 
truth. Do you re ally do them jus- 
tice? I called your play a “* fine 
story ’’ above; what I meant was 
that it was a story of a fine time. It 
is act ially, is it not, a sordid story ? 
Had you left out Kerka the wife, I 
could still have loved ATTILA: he 
would still be in that niche where 
now ALaric stands alone. Was it 
necessary so to harp on the desertion 
of Kerka? And oh! your Iipico! 
What a pitiful creature you make 
he r! 

Well, well, if Arrma and Ixpico 
must go, yet you have given me in- 
stead Mrssauia, the Envoy. It was a 
wonderful study by Mr. H. R. Hia- 
NETT of a true Roman: the greatest 
thing in the play. You did not de- 





ceive me over some of the others— 
Huns of the Bodyguard, Kings, At- 
tendants, and the like—I knew they 
were really Englishmen, who would 
shortly be rushing off to supper in 
hansoms; but Mressa.ua, I could have 
sworn, had arrived in a litter from 
Rome that day. To tell the truth, 
your stray Huns did not impress me 
much. Their plot to get Artima back 
into a bloodthirsty mood was the 
feeblest thing imaginable. (Rorik’s 
idea, was it not? I wonder somebody 
did not tell him to sit down and rest 
a bit.) And they were not quite 
agreed about the Princess’s name. 
‘*Hitpico,’’ said some; others, 
‘*TIupico.’’ True, I have a cook 
called Hemity, but I always think it 
is a mistake. 





A Lovers’ TIFF 1s Burounp?. 


Did Mr. Oscar Ascne remind you 
of Artina, or Artrita of Mr. AscnEr? 
He was made for it; probably was 
Artita (or Ataric, I cannot give up 
Avaric) in another life. 1 liked him 
best on his throne, lying back with 
half-closed eyes, a wonderful figure 
of strength and suspicion. I liked 
him all ways, but I could have 
wished that, when he had burst into 
the scene in accordance with the 
“ plot,’’ he had really done some- 
thing; knocked a few men about and 
stabbed OneGeEsius by _ mistake. 
(Had I been ATTILA I should have 
discarded Onecesius in the first 
round.) 

Miss Lity Brayton looked beauti- 
ful, and spoke with a beautiful enun- 
ciation. Of the beauty of her face I 
could never weary, but of the beauty 
of her enunciation I confess I did. In 
books people often reply in a voice 
choked with emotion. On the stage, 
of course, one must not actually 
choke. . . but there should be a 
give-and-take in the matter. 





Well, Mr. Bryyox, I thank you 
again, and I offer my congratula- 
tions. You have done a fine thing, 
and I hope you will have the success 
you deserve. You are fortunate in 
your players, particularly in Mr. 
Ascue and Mr. Hicnetrtr; I must 
certainly go to see Mr. HiGNettT a 
second time. You are fortunate in 
having Mr. Ricketts to design your 
scenery and costumes. In fact your 
good fortune should tempt you to try 
again (in a year’s time, say, when 
Attila’s run is nearly finished). 
Will you not then make your hero 
more sympathetic: strong, overbear- 
ing, cruel, but with a certain rough 
chivalry? A man like—well, like 
ALARIC THE GOTH. 

Believe me, your admirer, 
M. 

P.S.—Do you ever have night- 
mares? I had one last night. 
ATTILA was there, and the scene was 
still His Majesty’s Theatre, but there 
was no Oscar Ascue. Instead there 
was—but I must not put these awful 
imaginings into your esd y 





MADAME LA PATRONNE. 


I usep to think that the art of chouse 
Had soared to its apogee 

In an English seaside lodging-house 
At Anyoldwhere-on-Sea ; 

But the *‘ extras ’’ ghoul 

Is a perfect fool 
To the bland propriétaire 

Of the Grand Hotel des Suppléments } 
At Dodoville-sur-Mer. ' 


She has rules that number at least , 
a score; 

If you break one you must pay 

A supplément of a franc or more, 
And you ’re breaking them all the 

day. 

There ’s a penal code 

That would even goad 
Mark Tapley to despair 

At the Grand Hotel des Suppléments 
At Dodoville-sur-Mer. 


But who can grumble when Madame 
beams, 
Who but a heartless crank, 
Though she ’d perjure her soul for ten 
centimes, 
And risk her life for a franc? 
You are robbed to your face, 
Yet it ’s done with grace 
And a sympathetic air 
In the Grand Hotel des Suppléments 
At Dodoville-sur-Mer. 





When Doctors Disagree. 


Love the Judge, by Wymonv Carey. 
Love the Criminal, by J. B. 
Harris-Burianp. 
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MUSICAL NOTES. 


Tue announcement that a popular 
violinist had renounced the musical 
profession for the cult of Theosophy 
will be fresh in the minds of our 
readers. They will not, therefore, 
be altogether surprised to hear that 
a number of other distinguished 
musicians are about to follow this 
momentous example and adopt fresh 
careers. Thus Madame Mesa, 
having amassed a colossai fortune on 
the lyric stage, has, so it is stated, 
decided to throw in her lot with the 
advocates and exponents of the 
Simple Life, and will shortly take up 
the duties of Mother Superior of a 
Tolstoian Lamasery in the Isle of 
Thanet. 

Madame Ciara Butt, whose Anti- 
podean tour has been attended with 
positively pyramidal success, has 
accepted the offer of the Throne of 
Patagonia, and will shortly take up 
the arduous duties of sovereignty in 
that gigantic region. Mr. KENNERLEY 
RumFrorD, we are glad to learn, has 
been appointed Prime Minister, and 
will shortly be raised to the Patago- 
nian peerage as the Duke of Tierra 
DEL Fveco. The Patagonian mon- 
archy, as our readers are doubtless 
aware, is of the most unlimited char- 
acter, and under the beneficent rule 
of Queen Crara I. the prosperity of 
the country will advance with giant 
strides. Already three battleships 
have been ordered at Elswick, and a 
colossal pianola, driven by 20,000 
h.p. turbine engines, will be one of 
the features of the Coronation fes- 
tivities, which will be attended by 
Mr. Harry pe Winpt, Mr. WILLIAM 
Le Quvevux, QuEEN  LILIVOKALANI, 
and her fiancé, Prince Arrpar of 
Tahiti. The Prince is a man of fine 
presence, weighing over twenty-one 
stone, and, to quote his own pic- 
turesque phrase, stands 6 ft. 4 in. 
~ in his stocking vamps.”’ 

Consternation and regret have been 
excited amongst the choir, sidesmen 
und vergers of St. Mary Abbots 
Church, Kensington, by the an- 
nouncement that Mr. Henry Birp, 
the popular organist and accom- 
panist, is about to embrace the 
arduous career of a_ professional 
wrestler, and has issued a challenge 
to Hackenscumipt to meet him on 
the stage of the Alhambra. The con- 
test will take place in the Mixo- 
Lydian mode; and Mr. Birp has, we 
understand, adopted the formidable 
nom de guerre of ‘‘ The Terrible 
Transposer.”’ 

Miscua Etman, the wonderful 
boy violinist, whose electrifying per- 
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DOING VENICE. 


Fair American (hearing musicians singing aire from “ Il Trovatore”) 


ITALIANS AIN'T VURRY ORIGINAL. 
York Ever since I was A GuRL.” 


“Say! Tress 


Guess L’vVE HEARD THAT TUNE ON OUR STREET OnGANs IN NEW 








formances have paralysed all the 
Crowned Heads of Europe, realis- 
ing that his continuance in the 
musical profession might seriously 
impair the dynastic solidarity of the 
reigning houses, has resolved, for a 
while at least, to quit the concert 
platform for the sphere of social re- 
form. He is, we are informed, en- 
gaged at the moment in drafting a 
scheme of old-age pensions for the 
special benefit of infant prodigies, 
under which, on reaching the age of 
nineteen, they will be entitled to a 
salary of £200 a week, with floral 
decorations. 

A very beautiful poem recently ap- 
peared in the Westminster Gazette, 
which began with the following 





memorable stanza :— 





cult notes. 





Srrina Music, 
The violins are spirits 
That wail and shriek and whistle ; 
Last night I heard them plain, 
Till my hair began to bristle. 
It is interesting to learn that this 
peculiar quality of sound is not con- 
fined to stringed instruments. A 
negro clergyman of Richmond, Va., 
the Rev. James Farry, has, so we 
read in The Daily Telegraph, been 
granted a patent for a+ whistling 
piano of his own invention, which is 
capable of whistling the most diffi- 
The disappearance of the 
belle siffleuse from our concert plat- 
forms must be regretfully looked 
forward to as the inevitable conse- 
quence of the Rev. James Earty’s 


|epoch-making invention. 
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AIRS OF AN EXILE. 

Across Tne PLAINS. 
Turoven cotton fields where nightly serenades 
rhe anxious coon his queen of dusky maids, 
And lifts a mild and moon-compelling shindy 
In praise of his incomparable Linpy ; 


(hrough ‘‘ watermillion "’ patches bright with blossom, 
Haunt of the artful and pre hensile ‘possum, 

Where Brer Fox hunted and Brer Rabbit thieved 

If Uncle Remua is to be believed); 


Westward the big train rumbles; we are whirled 
omething bridge, the highest in the world; 
(hrough arid plains where nought but prickly cactus 
Adorns the view; where dust and thirst distract us, 
Wringing from every traveller on the road a 

he peate d cry for bottled beer and soda; 

lhrough rocky @afions swept by sandy blizzards, 
Haunt of tararttulas and spiny lizards; 

Past rugged mduntains rising range on range, 

l'reeless, tepellent, scarred and brown and strange ; 
(Through lawleés mining camps whese No-thumb Jacks 
lbrop the astonished greenhorn in his tracks, 

Where Red Dog Peets, renowned in Western story, 
Verpetrate deeds incomparably gory ;—- 


() er 


Onward, a trifle warm but buoyed with hope, 
We speed towurd the great Pacific Slope. 

[ hold him an iz.vertebrate who ‘d cavil 

\ inst the inco :veriiences of travel; 

lor whom the tace of Earth's receding floor, 


rhe engine’s space-Obliterating roar, 

I'he teeming cities and the hamlets rude, 
| he d isky wait r’s tardy calls to fox od, 
Are but the irksome details of a whole 
[hat has no charm for his material soul. 


Not so your true philosopher, whose ken 
Acclaims the sights that bore his fellow men. 
He grumbles not, nor when the surcharged rack 


Vomits a bulging battdbox down his back, 
Nor when the offsprit v of a fellow fare 
Is torn objecting from his outraged hair. 


Hle wears a smile of undistracted calm as 
Ile hunts for passports clad in his pyjamas ; 
And wrathful gendarmes hurry him to prison, 
On lonely frontiers ere the sun has risen. 

‘On lonely frontiers.’’ Lo! the word conveys 
WI dreams of youth’s exhilarating days! 

Vhat strenuous might of storm-insulting prows, 
Of South-Sea zephyrs borne through scented boughs; 
Of | ting trails amid the northern snows, 

Or where hot-foot the Masai huntsman goes; 

Of temples, cities, gods and men and things, 
And dust of time that round about them clings. 
But hark! a clang of bells, a hiss of steam 
Breaks rudely on my after-dinner dream ; 


1 | k, and lo! the desert’s dusty face, 
Cactus and scrub, have swiftly given place 
| range groves and trees and wooden houses, 


(nd lawns whereon the pensive chicken browses. 
Lane turns to road, and road to busy street, 


And ample plaza thronged with hurrying feet; 
all buildings frown and trolley ¢ars boom past ; 
Behold! we ‘ve reached Los Angeles at last! 
rhe train slows down; I drop a hasty tear 

U px n the dead past’s consecrated bier, 

Then, with a blooded traveller's nose for scents, 


Go forth in search of ‘‘ rooms for single gents.’’ 


ALGOL,. 


| far too cautious. 





J. H. S. 
A CHaRaAcTEeR SKETCH. 

J. H. S. first came to the house five or six years ago, 
and he has been with us ever since. Nor has he ever 
had an accident. No need to insure J. H. S.—he is 
He runs no risks. I doubt if anyone 
has a quieter acquaintance or one more satisfied or more 
regular in his habits. I always know where to look for 
him: I know that when the other members of the house- 
hold are gadding about he will be just where he always is. 

He has but few words, and, like an impressionable 
young writer, is rather given to using these in spells, 
easily passing under their dominion. | You remember 
how, a few years ago, all the immature stylists were in 
the grip of the words ‘‘ obsess’’ and ‘* obsession ’’? 
Well, J. H. S. is like that. One word suffices for him at 
a time. I remember once, a year ago, he had but one 
adjective for everything—*‘ Fair.’" He kept on saying 
‘* Fair,’’ just as GeorGe THE THIRD used to say ‘* What! ”’ 
But he rarely says it now. 

Silent as J. H. S. is, the house would not be the same 
without him. He belongs to it; and never was a ser- 
vant more faithful or unobtrusive. Also he wants no 
holidays; he has never asked for a minute off. During 
the past summer he has not been so well as heretofore ; 
but it has been a trying time for all of us. Once or 
twice, indeed, I almost lost patience with the poor fellow ; 
but I reminded myself in time that he was doing all he 
could ; and I am sure he was often as sorry about it as we 
could be. 

You see, one of his special duties has been to arrange 
our little excursions and picnics, and this year such 
pleasant plans have so frequently had to fall through 
that it has diseoutaged him. I have seen at once by 
the expression of his face that J. H. S. could not manage 
it. By next summer, however, I hope it will be all well 
with him again. 

His only fault, indeed, is this tendency to depression. 
Sometimes I can rouse him by a sharp tap on his chest, 
but often and often, particularly of late, nothing has 
done him any good, and his spirits have sunk and sunk. 
His is a hard case: it would be ridiculous to try on him 
any of the patent medicines for melancholy that are 
advertised in the papers; one must simply wait for him 
to rouse himself. But when he does rouse himself and 
cheers up, he compensates for his bad mood by spreading 
cheerfulness throughout the house. When J. H. S. is, 
so to speak, at the top of his form, we are all happy. 

The odd thing about J. H. S. is that, although he can, 
as I say, be plunged in low spirits for quite a long 
period, there are times when his mood changes from 
grave to gay almost continually, when he can alter- 
natively be one’s best friend and one’s worst. Capricious 
as a pretty woman, he can be both in the same day. 
Yet with all these changes of mood he is honest: he may 
be mistaken, but he never lies; and when he is mistaken 
it is not his own fault. And he never deceives. His 
expression is an infallible index to his feeling. I look 
in his fine open countenance and instantly learn his 
moods: he cannot conceal them from me. It is the first 
thing I do when I come into the breakfast-room: I 
glance at J. H. 8., and his candid face tells me in- 
stantly the worst or the best. I then know what to 
expect, and am happy or unhappy accordingly, such is 
his influence, such is the dominative strength of his 
personality. 

J. H. 8. is by no means unique. Most people have 
such a companion, although they call him naturally by 
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Tommy. “ Ma, BABY IS NAUGHTY. 


GRAV 


Yh, 





oe 4 


= VAIN Oe bos C. 


He CRIED BECAUSE I WOULDN'T GIVE NIM ANY OF MY CAKE.” 
Mamma. “Is HIS OWN CAKE FINISHED ?” 


Tommy. “ Yes, Ma; AND HE CRIED WHILE I was EATING THAT TOO!” 














| 


| for weeks together. 


a different name. 


| How we all wish he couid! 





J. 


H. §8., I may remark, and you have probably | 
guessed, is our barometer. 





OUR OFFICE BOY. 


His writing was unutterably bad ; 

His genius for that accomplishment 
Resembled in its limited extent 

His total inability to add. 

Like Worpswortu’s maiden he was 
His little trousers, in their slow descent 
From sire to son, had been so often rent, 

As to obscure what shape they ever had. 


Few were the useful arts he could employ, 
And dim the lustre of his learning’s lamp ; 
Hie might have been his parents’ pride and joy, 
If Fate had not ordained that he should damp 
For them—the hopes they cherished of the boy ; 
For us—the adhesive penny postage stamp. 


They could all of them give him 
probably just as good a character as I can. 
exact counterpart in several families near me here, and 
| curiously enough he has behaved with them during the 
past few months exactly as J. H. 8. has behaved with us 

often depressed and downcast steadily day and night 
On these occasions he seems to be 
longing for a change, but cannot bring himself to try it. 


I know his 


** wildly clad : 


[While 


I 
] 
] 
J 
| 








Bi 
Br 
Br 
Burns is a big Privy Councillor, 
Br 
Br 


O TEMPORA... 


the Trades Unionist speakers at Bath are accusing Mr. Burys 


of treachery, the journals of all political parties are agreed in their 
praises of the way he has performed his duties as a Cabinet Minister. } 


s3uRNS has forsaken his former creed, 
SURNS is a statesman,—that 's agreed, 


s3uRNS doesn't knock all opinions flat, 

3uRNS takes a very much smaller hat, 
s;uRNS doesn’t bellow and tear his hair, 
3urNS has forgotten Trafalgar Square. 


3URNS isn’t anxious for strikes (not quite), 
3uRNS doesn’t advocate might v. right, 

3uURNS can’t remember those Hyde Park scenes, 
3uRNS doesn’t know what sedition means, 


3uRNS has a swell Court suit to wear, 
3uRNS has forgotten Trafalgar Square. 


Burns doesn’t worry, and fret, and fuss, 


s3uRNS does his work like the best of us, 
suRnNS takes a very much broader view, 


RNS can quote from the Classics, too, 


Br 
Burns hits hard, but he ’s hitting fair, 
Br 


RNS has forgotten Trafalgar Square. 


RNS doesn’t thump on a tub to day, 
RNS is a courtier (in his way), 
RNS is also judicial, for 


1RNS was a Socialist once,—but there, 
mmNS has forgotten Trafalgar Square. 
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] ral {mateur Sailor. “ Let Go TuaT Jip sHeeT!” 


Unent] Landlubber” (who has been decoyed into acting crew). “I'M NOT TOUCHING THE BEASTLY TrIxG!" 


THE JOKE. 
To one who knows how to take it.) 


‘ 


r that you laugh like one who understands 
And n oht have said the thing he rself), dear MABEL, 
When, grown too restive for confining bands 
| inch some barque of humour on the table; 
BeLINDA’S way, but not the best 
i make a flattered clown inflate his chest. 


Others there are (CORINNA is a case) 
Who rack their lovely foreheads to a wrinkle, 
\nd probing my design with feverish face 
nd after anxious pause their argent tinkle, 
\nd melt in graeéful gurgles over what 
They take to be the meaning, though it 's not. 


there is Emiry; of Gothie mould, 
lo Fancvy's caviar a tasteless vandal, 


Who, turning on her neighbour with a cold 

Set stare, as if she sought to hush a scandal, 
Hints at the sad effect of sudden heat 
On heads impaired by masculine conceit. 








What arts ignite the sterner sex’s passions; 
You (where your sisters fail me), soft and low, 
lorgetful of your fast congealing rations, 
Forgetful of some nuinskull neighbour's chat, 

Ask how I come to think of things like that. 


Respectful wonder prompts you to inquire 
The way it grew, the modus operandi, 
That is the poet’s chance, the trick to fire 
His humble heart ;—'tis then that with a bland eye, 
Engaging half the board, he renders plain 
The mechanism of a master brain. 





**It’s a wise child...” 


Britisher (to fair American visiting London). And so 
you have been here a week, and have seen the Tower and 
Madame Tussaud’s and everything ? 

Fair A. Guess there ’s only one more thing I want to 
do. I want to go and hear all about your ‘‘ Smart Set ”’ 
from Father Bernarp Snaw! 
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BAFFLED! 


[The new Anglo-Russian agreement is considered to be another earnest of peace. ] 
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Little Girl, having deposited small baby near Smith, rapidly makes off to join her companiona, 
Smith. “Here! Take iv away at once. You MusTN’T LEAVE IT HERE!” 
Little Girl. “I Tuovucar you wouLpy’T minp. You ’RE SUCH A NICE SOFT-LOOKING GENTLEMAN.” 








TIGER! TIGER! 


A Mrxep Baa From InpIia. 





| [The following atticle appears to have been 

| intended for The Field, being very close to the 
manner of some of that paper's Contributors, 

| but as it has been sent to Mr. Punch he is glad 
to publish it, after deleting certain passages 
which do not appear to assist the point of the 
narrative, whatever tliat may be.] 


We had just sat down to tiffin, a 
meal I eat five times a day in India, 
when a Nawgoboh native runner 

| rushed in with his ears limp and 
| bleeding at the eyes, and told us that 
a tiger had killed a Gwaliboh man 
| two days before at Bagrah. We at 
| once flung down our spoons and 
| rushed to our horses, which were al- 
ready saddled and waiting at the door, 
|: for our shikarris had heard the 
runner panting in the distance. 
Events of this kind are common in 
India, and it was well known that if 
we lost a minute we should not get a 
shot at the tiger within a week, and 
should miss the mail with our articles 
for the London weeklies. As we 
Sprang into our saddles we laid our 
plans and gave instructions to our 





shikarri, who said, ‘‘ Drah nashgat 


ill qout o groboh pangwang ishbish,”’ As for myself. . . . Private School, 
or something of the sort (“‘ Yes, yes, | Westgate-on-Sea. Coffee plant- 
I understand, but the corkscrew is |ing. Having married second 
dreadfully bent ’’), and in a twinkling | daughter of. Cheese not in my 
of an eye we were galloping away in |line. 154-inch collar, 

the moonlight. And now to business. 

We were living in a_ bungalow My rifle is an old favourite that 
(Army and Navy Stores Gents’|has stood my good friend for many a 
Tropical Sporting Bung. No. 37, page| year. It is, or was, one of Buckley's 
959) at Wallabag, near Grobbawah| (No. 957, Long Acre, W.C.) ‘47 Bore, 
(neither shown on the map), and had | Pin-Fire, Breech Loader; fitted with 
long wanted to get a shot at a}|Martini carbine sights, and with a 
man-eater, but unfortunately nobody | watchcase attachment of my own 
had been eaten. I was on Secret | devising which flies up on the release 
Service, having exchanged from the of the trigger, as I found that the 
B.C.F.T. into the F.K.L.O.P. (first | back-vent was ruining my eyesight. 
section) the year before; while F.|. .. In ‘97, when I was at home I 





(Major 2nd Batt. L.H.A., Deputy|decorated the summer-house at 
P.Y.T. and F.O.P.1.K.C.) was enjoy-| ff Manor, shire, with poker 
ing three months’ sick leave as my|work, and found the gun invalu- 
guest. I may say that F. had able for this purpose, and the work 
joined the service through the 2nd/is much admired. It is advisa- 


Batt. of the Ist Herefords. His | ble, however, to make certain that 
father. . . . One of his uncles. . . .,|a rifle is not loaded before heating it. 
while a brother of a second cousin|In my own case the charge left the 
by marriage. Added to which|barrel 5 in. from the muzzle, with 
he had been Captain of the Volunteer | fatal results. Fortunately it was 
Fire Brigade of his native town, and|only someone staying in the house, 
that is why I always call him {and after I had had 9 in. taken off 
‘“‘ Squirts." He takes a 16-inch|the barrel the rifle was none the 





collar, worse ; indeed, such is the excellence 
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f the gun, it was improved by ‘the 


| F. uses a rifle which. ... dead 


shot. ... water rats. Oulton 
| Broad. . . Golden-haired girl. 
loud screams. ... near thing. 
it enthusiasm... . ¢ cast to hotell 
hot bricks London bar 


maid . third-class certificate for 
heroisin of the British Glovecleaners 


| Our arrangements were as follows: 
| 1. Our hor boys were to go out each 
morning in five relays with the tiffin 
| basket. 2. The beaters were to form 
»lines. 38. The corkscrew was to 
be wired on to the left thumb of my 
third bath-boy. 4. The spirit-lamp 
r is not to b packe d with the bread. 
15. If the two lines met they were to 
i'wheel by the left north-west, the 
| corkscrew always being in the centre 
lof the line. 6. If the tiger was 
flushed, we were to be informed by 
telephone. 7. My head shikarri was 
to pay the beaters two annas per 
best discount for cash 
that he could obtain by auction in the 
jungle each night. 8. The tiffin was 
not to be put out in the sun. 9. The 
corkscrew was not to be forgotten. 
On the second day out my boy 
Gornwop overtook us. He had been 
sent with the official forms which 
I’. relied on to obtain the loan of the 
field telephone equipment of his 
corps, without which we could do 
atari r. While F. was cor in the 
fi rong questioned the boy, who, I 
need hi ah say, had limp ears and 
was bleeding at the eyes. It appears 
that _he had run after us for nine 
hours, and then found he had for- 
gotten his instructions, and had gone 
buck to get them renewed. He told 
me that Basnowan, my third bath- 
boy, who had bi en rivete d on to the 
corkscrew, was supposed to have de- 
|camped, as one of the beaters had 
run in declaring that corks were being 
drawn in the jungle at a point seven 
leagues west of the bungalow. This 
news disturbed us a good deal, and 
|} we decided on an immediate change 
jof plan. I told F. to go on to a 
| rendezvous 12 hours ahead, while I 
uld stay with the hoy till he re- 
overed, and then take him back at 
my stirrup and arrange for fresh tiffin 
to be sent out immediately. How- 
ever, an hour after F. had started ] 
found that he had carried off the 
official forms, so leaving the boy I set 
out in pursuit. j 
I cantered on for more than two 
hours without seeing any signs of 
him, and then retraced my steps. 
About three miles from the place 
where I had left the boy I caught the 
scent of F.’s cigar, and found him 


| dic mn with the 














lying under a deodar a little way off 
the road. He seemed glad to see me, 
and to my astonishment told me he 
had had tiffin. It appears that he 
sent the boy back to me, not know- 
ing, of course, that I was going in an 
opposite direction. I decided at once 
to return to the bungalow and start 
out next morning to join him.  F. 
said he would stay where he was for 
the present, and asked for my cigar- 
case, as he was afraid of running 
short. 

When I got back to the bungalow 
I found the corkscrew gone and not a 
soul about except the native runner, 
who was cooking rice in the com- 
pound. I spoke to the fellow, and 
soon learnt that it was a Bagrah man 
who had been killed at Gwaliboh, and 
not a Gwaliboh man at Bagrah, as I 
had understood. It was too late now 
to cancel my arrangements, so I 
could only wait for some of my 
people to turn up. The next morn- 
ing the Field Telephone arrived with 
our friend S. in charge, who had 
come up without waiting for the 
official forms. 8. is a keen sports- 
man... . His rifle. His boots. 

His watch. . . P. & O. boat... 
affable stranger. . . wager. . 
Promptly swallowed it nineteen 
times. . . ‘‘ Zenpo’’ the Champion 
Watch-Swallower. 

Seven years later I was paddling at 
Broadstairs with my third child after 
mumps and something we couldn’t 
tell what, when a shrimper splashed 
up to me and clapped me on the 
shoulder. It was F. ‘‘ I found that 
corkscrew in the lining of my coat 
yesterday,’’ he cried. This referred 
to the fact that after he returned to 
the bungalow the corkscrew was 
missing, and F. declared he handed 
it to me before I left him in the 
jungle, which, of course, I denied. 








FINAL CRICKET NOTES 
RETIREMENT OF “‘ 


LINESMAN. 
Biow To Sportinc Worx. 
POTENTIALITIES OF THE SITUATION. 


For some weeks past there has 
been a persistent rumour in the City 
to the effect that ‘‘ Linesman,’’ the 
celebrated authority on cricket, was 
about to retire from active participa- 
tion in the game. No reasons were ad- 
vanced for this decisive step on the 
part of the genial sportsman, but the 
current gossip of club and country- 
house made it clear that after the 
middle of September at latest the 
lover of cricket would search his 
Daily Mail in vain for an article by 
this expert. We are now unhappily 
in a position to confirm the rumour, 





although we have not yet received 
official information as to the reasons 
which have led to this retirement. 
We have, indeed, heard it stated 
that ‘“‘ Linesman’’ was about to 
enter the Church, but we are inclined 
to regard this pronouncement with 
suspicion. A far more likely story is 
that which hints that he has been 
elevated to a Limerick judgeship, a 
post for which his pleasant unob- 
trusiveness and his passion for the 
right word eminently fit him. 


An APPRECIATION. 
(By A. A. M.) 


The rise of ‘* Linesman ”’ to the 
unique position from which he is 
about to retire has been unprece- 
dented in its rapidity. Until about 
five years ago he had taken hardly 
any part in the national game. It 
was in the June of 1903 that he made 
his first appearance in first-class 
cricket. Although naturally ner- 
vous—it was an important match at 
the Oval which had a considerable 
bearing on the championship — he 
made a sensational début, referring 
no less than five times in his article 
to the ‘* potentialities ’’ of the Surrey 
eleven. W. G. Grace had at this 
time practically given up the game, 
and it was at once seen that here was 
the new star risen to take his place 
for which the country had been 
watching. For the moment, how- 
ever, these hopes were not entirely 
realised. The season of 1903 was an 
unusually wet one, and—if we ex- 
cept a reference at Cheltenham to 
G. L. Jessop as a “sherry and 
bitters in the incidental gamut ’’— 
“Linesman ’’ never quite did him- 
self justice throughout the rest of 
the summer. 

However, in 1904 all doubts as to 
the ability of the new recruit to 
county cricket were set at rest. He 
jumped into form straightaway; and 
by remarking twice in one article at 
Taunton that “‘ statistics were the 
raw material,’’ he joined the select 
band which includes such players as 
W. G. Grace, C. B. Fry, Hay- 
warp, K. L. Hvutcnines, R. EF. 
Foster, and (in public-school cricket) 
M. C. Birp. A bare week later, at 
Brighton, on a plumb wicket, he 
employed the word ‘* commensu- 
rate’’ in three consecutive para- 
graphs, and but for a misprint would 
have had it in a fourth paragraph 
also—a feat which has since been 
done by Trorr. All through the 
summer he maintained this extra- 
ordinary form, and by the end of 
August had ‘compiled the record 
aggregate of 3, 397 ** potentialities ’ 
in a single season's cricket. 
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Erisope I.—The Stone Age. 


| 


The Great Haulcanosaur (or Greebatherium) appears on the 


scene, heralded by the rolling of many logs. The population 


was as yet unused to his little ways. 
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MR. PUNCH’S PAGEANTS, 


THE GREEBA CASTLE PAGEANT (Iste or May). 
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Episope II.—Sliyht Indiaposition of the Great Author. 


In view of the universal concern in the slightest ailment of the Great 
Caine, he makes every provision, at some cost to himself, for tLe 
alleviation of the public anxiety. He feels that were he 


unwell, 


“in camera,” so to speak, the strain on Consola would be too great 
altogether, so has his bed removed to the Castle grounds. 
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PRESS ENTRANCES 
GREEBA CASTLE 


Erisope I].—Arriral of New and Powerful Searchlight at 
Greeba Castle. 


The Mighty Brows will be illuminated every evening from 8 o'clock 
till 10 (a marked improvement on the wreath of fairy lamps as used 
hitherto). It is expected that with the aid of this powerful light the 
Lines of Thought will now be easily visible at a distance of ten miles. 








. Phy 


Erisope IV.—Escaping from Obserration (pursued by a Corpa of 
Mounted Snapshooters). 

In order to elude the public eye when taking exercise 

Mr. Hall Caine adopts a quiet, unobtrusive turn-out, including 


a Manx pony, whose shaggy coat affords a certain amount of 
welcome cover. 
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The year 1905 will | 
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luckily for England it 
man ’’ once more at 
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thousand 
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hand, 
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and consci ntiously > 
that he will bring to 
that touch of poetry 
which seems to have 
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able post ** 
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Re cords hel 


| Some 


d by ‘* Linesman.” 


He is the only cricketer who has said 
of a match that it was ‘“* destined 
to produce the abortive industry 
of the cleverer side.’’ 

In 1906, on a wet wicket at Ton- 
bridge, he put together in less than 
an hour a team of “* B’s’”’ which 
has never yet been beaten. 

|In 1907, at the close of a long and 
tiring called Baker, a 
young professional who plays for 
the Surrey Second XI., the “‘ pro- 
totype '’ of Haywarp. 

Last April, before there had been any 
first-class cricket, he went straight 
from the office-stool on to the 
ground and selected the M.C.C 
team to leave for Australia in Sept- 
ember. 


He ran C. B. 


season, he 


Fry down 


for daring to play against th> 
South Africans, and then dis- 
missed a Test Match century by | 


that player in five lines, 
them being unproductive. 


four of 





The Journalistic Touch. 
“WuiLte the work of 
away the blocks progresse “dl, it 
noticed that the ship showed lively 
signs of movement, and the delicate 
instruments used for the purpose re- 
| corded the fact that the huge bulk 
jhad moved an_ inch.” 
| Chronicle. 





LITERARY Nore. 


It is understood that Miss Marie 
CORELLI'S opinions on the Deceased 
Wife’s Sister Bill will be made 
known to the universe in her next 
book, which will be entitled The Mar- 
riage of Decesia. 


Our newspapers are often accused 
of manufacturing sensational matter 





| 
| 
| the following paragraph is bound to 
| 


brilliantly | 


knocking | landsman begins to take 
Was | 


— Daily 


in order to fill up their columns in 
the dull season. We should be sorry 
to think such a thing of a respectable 
paper like the Streatham News, but 


give rise to suspicion _— 


** LocaL News. 


“Mr. C. T. C., of Streatham, has 
of the 


been 
successful in one numerous Limerick 


competitions.” 





“Mr. Haldane, Chief Secretary tor Ireland, 
part of drummer, has quite 
inadvertently let daylight into the nefarious 
system of land purchase in Ireland.” 

Tuts comes from The Cheetham 
jand Crumpsall Guardian and North 
Manchester Chronicle, and we don’t 
wonder 


jin acting the 


Ir is always a good sign when the 
an interest 
in naval matters. It shows that the 
|spirit which produced such men as 
DRAKE and NELSON is still a living 
|force in the country. ‘* The main 
| armament oi the Téméraire,’’ says 
The Sphere, ‘‘ will consist of ten 
} 12-inch guns ‘of 4°5 calibre.’’ 
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CHARIVARIA. 


Britisn shipbuilders are experi- 
encing quite a boom in contracts for 
warships, even though the Peace 
Conference is not yet at an end. 

* * 

ry . * 

The meeting-place of the Trade 
Union Congress is spoken of as a 
novelty. We had always hoped that 
the combination of British Workman 
and Bath was an every-day affair. 

* * 


pointed to enquire into the question 
of the safety of St. Paul’s Cathedral 
reports: “‘ We are strongly of opinion 
that the sensitive condition of the 





structure makes it necessary that the | has obtained a licence to marry an| 


church should be kept under constant 
observation.’’ 
tion the wisdom of this. Anything 
more disturbing to a sensitive cathe- 
dral than to be continually watched 
is difficult to imagine. 

* * 

. 

If the scheme for the adornment of 
the Palace of Westminster be pro- 
ceeded with as recommended there 
will be placed in St. Stephen’s porch 
a statue of Martsoroven, who has 
now become famous as. being one 
of the ancestors of Mr. Wuyston 
CHURCHILL. 

* * 

4 * 

The British Deaf Times suggests 
that the postal service is a field 
where deaf-mutes might be em- 
ployed. But surely a good few have 
already obtained situations in the 


Post Office Telephone Department? 





. 
The Committee of Architects ap- | 


We respectfully ques- | 


‘ . , { 
‘* If we were all vegetarians,’’ says 


|Dr. Ropert Beit, “we would all 
| live to be over a hundred years old.’’ 
| We believe, however, that there is 
also much to be said in faveur of 
vegetarianism. 
++ 

The Limerick craze shows no signs 
of dying out, and a determined at- 
tempt, we hear, is being made to per- 
suade a very distinguished poet to 





| 
tions, as everyone is anxious to read 


his last lines. 


* * 
* 


An Irishman named Perry, we are 
informed by an American newspaper, 





|\Indian girl named QUEEN-OF-THE- 
Eartn. His future mother-in-law’s 
name is Live-ror-Ever—but Irish- 
|men have always been noted for their 
| pluck. 

** 

* 

The whale which, after being har- 
pooned, turned and wrecked the Nor- 
| wegian vessel Dimon, off Faroe, has 
been found dead. It is said, how- 
lever, to have died with a smile on its 
| face. 

** 
* 

We are glad to learn from a list} 
published by the Patent Office that) 
| Arylthioglycollicorthocarboxylic Acid | 
has at last been invented. A really 
reliable test of sobriety has long been 


| wanted. 
* * 
* 


|take part in some of the competi- | 


posted notices throughout the district 
calling attention to the new L.C.C. 
by-law, which makes it punishable by 
a fine of forty shillings to throw 
waste-paper on the pavement. 
Readers of one or two of our daily 
papers should be careful, therefore 
/not to let them drop by accident. 
* * 

* 

A capital new costume for pedes 
trians has been invented by a notori 
ous opponent of motor-cars. Little 
bits of glass project from every part 
| of the costume, and the pedestrian, 

as he is run over, causes the tyres of 
the car to burst. 
* * 

* 


| In Germany regulations have been 
issued relating to the nature of auto 
| mobile horns, with a view to prevent 
ing the use of those which are inhar 
|monious. The authorities are doing 
good work here, and with a little 
more encouragement of this sort we 
shall no doubt soon have a car which 
will play automatically as it goes 
along some such melody as The 
Turkish Petrol. 





+ * 

Something like a panic has been 
caused by the prognostication of a 
weather prophet that we are to have 


another winter in the winter. 
m9 





The Central London Railway ad- 
vertises, ‘‘ The Central London Rail- 
way saves everyone time.’’ A foolish 
correspondent writes to ask whether 
this includes those persons who do 








The Holborn Borough Council has 


not use the line. 
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answers to the following specimen questions représent 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. i= views of Mr. Henry ey 0. Are fa sound 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks ‘about St. Andrews? A. The spirit of the game seems 
Ir is May Srnevair’s dearest joy to triumph over un-/to brood over this hallowed spot. Walking in St. Andrews, 
promising material. In her great work, The Divine Fire,}one seems to breathe: golf as never before. Q. What 
f hero started by being impossible; but by leisurely} are your opinions on (i.) Young Freppy, (ii.) Old Tom, 
compelled us first to tolerate, then respect, | (iil.) Colonel BoGry, (iv.) Movable bunkers? A. (i.) 
1 admire, and ultimately to love him. But with the} F. G. T. is the favourite hero of us all, and a pattern 
righteous heroine of her new novel, The Helpmate | of all the golfing virtues. (ii.) Tom Morris is one of the 
ranLe), those last few chapters in which she gets| wonders of the sporting world; he remains a cheery Tom 
} elf humanised make poor amends for 400 pages of | to the last. (iii.) Here in St. Andrews it is almost held as 
he worst spiritual egoism; just as her brief purgatory|a sin to mention the name of bogey. (iv.) !!! Q. 
. too light penalty for the long years in which she|Compare driving, iron-play, and putting; write a short 
made havoe of her husband’s life. I don’t think Miss} essay on one of the three. A. Driving is an art, iron-play 
cLAIR has any idea what an exasperating woman it is. | a science, and putting is the devil. If you want to putt 
| It really wanted a sound spanking six days a week and! well you should do nothing else. You must sell your 
| f on Sundays; but the — — ———_—_——, motor-car and your walk- 
ithor, who cems almost ing-stick, and, above all, 
| p licially attached to | your croquet mallet, and 
| hes inne. never goes be- | give up beating your dog. 
nd an admonishing pat, Se fore playing an import- 
| en so will keep on ant match go to bed for 
| stroking her with the othe twenty-four hours and get 
| has and when the mal your wife to feed you with 
iden protests are like | a spoon, and even then 
grow too loud the | you will never putt as well 
vith has a comfortable as you know you can. 
habit of withdrawing the | Examiners’ Report: Mr. 
ul into the s wctuary of | LEACH and his book are 
al incarthly exaltation, | thoroughly imbued with 
| putting up a notice, | the Spirit of the Links. 
Procul este profani.”’ - -— 
Yet, for all this, she ap-| In Name of Garland 
preciates, and sympathises (Merauren) Mr. Pert- 
with, the man’s point of | RIDGE once more convoys 
\\ and I can recall no | the pleased reader through 
in-writer in whose | the homes and intimacies 
rk you will find clearer | of what are to many the 
ntuition or cleaner utter- foreign nations that inhabit 
ul on the subject of the North Hackney, Highgate, 
inherent difference between and the East of London. 
t} two sexes in. their The book is refreshing, if 
pl il relation to one only for the fact that there 
nother. is not an Ear! in it, nor a 
ly rh Helpmate the Baronet, nor even a lowly 
hho fine cifta of = Knight. Persons of the 
ination and humour do J drama are all exceedingly 
not enjoy the same scope DRAWING THE LONG BOW. common people, such as 
in The Divine Fire, t Inhabitant. “ Wry, LA BLESS ‘EF, Miss, 1 CAN REMEMBER THE shop-girls, maids - of - all- 
d, constructive ly, I think PLACE WHEN ME AN’ A SEAGULL WUZ THE ONLY PEOPLE HERE!” work, and greengrocers. 
it the book is wanting ' - ——_———___—<' The highest social scale is 
election Miss Sinccark is inclined to dwell) reached by the proprietor of a draper’s shop, in which 
perhaps rather too meticulously over details that) establishment we make the acquaintance of Winnie, of 
lo not differ greatly from day to day. The society of! the family ‘* Name of Garland.’’ She is quite delight- 
her provincial town is a little dull, and the constant re-| ful, a brave-hearted, merry hard-worker. She is in 
rrence of Anne to her communion with the abstract! time promoted from the kitchen to a place behind the 
\ | is dwelt on with a rather too tedious insistence. | counter in the shop, where you go for ‘‘Paris Fashions.’ 
Hut the author's style retains its high excellence; and| She does not earn much anywhere, but a considerable 
she still knows how to find the right word, though she! portion is bestowed upon a worthless father. Only now 
too fond of the epithet ‘* indestructible,’’ and should| and then Mr. Garland strays on the scene. Lightly 
never have put into the mouths of Englishmen the vile| touched, he is one of the best characters in the domestic 
\mericanism “" See here.’” But no criticism of trifles| drama. Like the quality of merey, Mr. Prert-RinGe’s 
in leave in doubt the great distinction of her craftsman-| humour is not strained. It bubbles out on many byways, 
ship. Very certainly she must have made her reputa-| making pleasant what is in the main a page of sordid, 
tion by this book, if it had not been already won. but not the less interesting, life. 
In these days of suburban golf, a man who aspires to A Fact: The New Theology? 
write about The Spirit of the Links (MreTuven) must be Overheard in a provincial book-shoy 
prepared to face a stiff examination before his book can Lady (to bookseller). Will you show me something for a 
be passed as wholesome literature for the young. The) boy of six to read in church while the sermon is going on? 














